The moft lamentable T rage die 

YonngAbrabamiCupidhc that flaot fo true J 
W hen King Cophetua lou’d the bcgger maid, 

TIeheareth not,heftriuethnot,hemouethnot. 

The ape is dead, and I muft coniine him, 

Iconiure the by Ropilmes bright eyes. 

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 

By her fine foote,ftr aight leg,and quiuering thigl^ 

And the demeanes, that there adiaccnt lie. 

That in thy likeneile thou appeare to vs, 

Ben. Andif hebearcthcethou wiltanger him, 

Mer. This tannotanger him/wouldangerhim 
T o raife a fpirit in his miftrcffe circle, 
Offomeftrangenature, letting it thereftand 
Tillfhehadlaideit,and coniured it downe. 

That were fome fpight. 

My inuocation is faire and honeft,and in his miftrefl'c name, 
Iconiure oncly but to laifevphisn. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid hrmfelfe among thefe trees 
T o beconforted with the humerous night.* 

Blind is his loue,and beft befits the darkc. 

Mer • If loue be blind, loue cannot hit the marke # ’ 

Now will he fit vnder a Medler tree, 

And wifh hismiftrefle were that kindoffruite. 

As maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that fhe were,0 that fhe were 
An open,or thou a Poprin Peare. 

Borneo goodnight lie to my truccle bed. 

This field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe^ 

Come fhall w r e goe? 

Ben, Go then,for tisin vaineto feeke him here 
T hat meanes not to be found. Exit, 

Bo. Heieaftsatfcarresthat neuerfeltawound, 
Butfofqwhatlight through yonder windowe breaks? 

It is the Eaft,and lultet is the Sunne. 

A l ife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already licke and pale with griefe. 

That 
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Thatthou her maid art far more faire then fher 
Benot her maid fince Ifieis enuious. 

Her veftal liuery is bu t ficke and greene, 
Andnonebutfooles doe weareit,caftit off? 

Itis my Lady,0 itis my loue,0 that fhe knew (he were, 
Shefpeakesyet (he fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difcourfes,I will anfwere it; 

I am too bold tis not to me fhefpeakest 
Two oft he faireft ft arres in all the heauen, 

Hauing fome bufines do entreat her eyes. 

To twinckle in their ipheres till they returne, 

Whatifher eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefle of her chceke \Vould fhame thofc ftarres. 
As day-light doth aiampe,her iye in heauen. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fo bright, 

That birds would ling, and thinke it were not night: 

See how ihe Icanes her cheeke vpon her hand, 

O that I wcreaglouevpon that hand. 

That Imight touch that cheeke. 
lull. Ay me 
Rom. Shefpcakes, 

Oh fpeake againe bright angell ,for thou art 
Asglorioustochis night being oremy head. 

As is a winged meftenger of heauen 
Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes, 

Ot mortalls that fall backe to gaze on him. 

When he beftridcs the lazie puffing Cloudcs^ 

And fades vpon the bofome of the ay re. 

M. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Rsmeoi 
Denie tny father and refufe thy name: 

Or if thou wiltnot.be but fworne nay loue, 

Andde no longer be a Cajulet, 

Rom, Shall I heare more, or fhall I fpeake at this ? 

Iult. Tis but thy name that is my enemy: 

Tbouart thy felfe, though not a Mount *gue y 
lats A IoMniagathi is nor hand nor fooce, 
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